Necessary Evil 


By: Joseph Nunez 


“And Cain said unto the LORD, 


My punishment is greater than I can bear.” - Genesis 4:13 


Over Hiroshima, the engines of our B-29 bomber roared bestially throughout the heavens 
leaving behind a tar-colored cloud on the ground. Little fires glowed on the outskirts of the 
shrouded city. The bombardier was silent at his station as he smoked. The weaponeer peered out 
of the observation window with a set of binoculars, while I jotted down numbers from gauges. 
Only us three witnessed the blast. 

“The payload was successfully delivered.” affirmed the weaponeer. 

“Inform HQ.” 

My hand turned communicator dials; a layer of clammy sweat collected underneath my 
fatigues. Ice was forming on the glass of the cockpit. 


“Are you okay Colonel?” inquired the Co-pilot 


We landed in Guam and were inundated with press who snapped photos of the crew and 
our aircraft. A baby-faced reporter brandishing a microphone stood before me. 

“Colonel, what can you say about the event that took place today?” 

“Tt is hard to believe what I saw.” 


I made my way as the weaponeer strutted up to the invasion. 


“T saw the blast with my bare eyes. The flash was awe-inspiring and the shockwave 
hammered our bomber more than artillery. Then I saw a tremendous black cloud rise nine 
thousand feet into the air! And...” 


I left the airfield without making any further comment. 


The next day, I was awarded a distinguished service cross alongside my peers. As this 
bauble was pinned to my chest I saw my family sitting amongst the audience. I met my wife's 
absent grey eyes, I saw her reproaches. My daughter's eyes were bright and focused her smile 
widening, she was wearing a white cherry-patterned dress, and her blonde curls were bouncing 
with elation. For the first time since the mission, a light shone in my conscience. She was only 
five years old and could not comprehend sin. All she knew was my face in the newspapers, a 
placid grin plastered on the front page of the New York Times, in the cockpit of “Necessary 
Evil’, the headline read: 

FIRST ATOMIC BOMB DROPPED ON JAPAN; MISSILE IS EQUAL TO 20,000 TONS OF 


TNT; TRUMAN WARNS FOE OF A ‘RAIN OF RUIN’ 


Over the next few days, my crew and I attended lengthy debriefings in which we were 
subjected to numerous interviews. 

“So roughly what was the diameter of the dust cloud that formed after detonation?” 

“T couldn't tell. We were too high up to get a clear visual.” 

“Did the cloud partially or fully cover Hiroshima?” 


“Tt engulfed everything.” 


At a roundtable meeting with prominent generals, we were shown a slideshow of photos 
documenting the destruction. From the sky, the city was indistinguishable from the surface of the 
moon. On the ground only a blanket of rubble and ash remained; scorched trees and twisted 
metal, blackened concrete and the wistful look of defeated people, desecrated bodies left out to 
rot. 

“We estimate roughly twenty thousand military casualties.” uttered my commanding 
officer. 

“The Japanese army is showing no sign of surrender. Therefore we have been given 


orders to carry out a second strike. Colonel, the responsibility is yours” 


The next day Nagasaki was bombed, it was a secondary target of little strategic 
importance. Five days later the Japanese surrendered unconditionally. On the plane home our 
daughter sat between us, she was sleeping peacefully. Rosy cheeks and the fragile stillness of her 
breath imbued fear in my heart. In this new age, that which I helped usher in, no life is sacred 
and altruism is all but extinct. Looking down at the earth below all I could see were little fires 
and the unceasing advance of the black cloud. 

Columbus Ohio was no longer the home it once was to me. The comforts of a 
middle-class life were tainted by fear of my fellow man, all trust was banished from my heart. 
Unable to hold down a job, vice consumed me, I kept a gun on me at all times. Walking my 
daughter to school was always preceded by a heavy dose of laudanum. In that manic haze, I 
protected her like a porcelain doll precariously perched on a shelf. One day a grocer bent down 
on his knees to admire her locks. My first reaction was to draw my revolver and jam the barrel 


right between his eyebrows. 


I was arrested and forbidden by the court to own any guns in exchange for not having to 
do any jail time. 

“T pity the young men coming home from the war, something has changed within them,” 
remarked the Judge. 

In the mail, I received a letter from the weaponeer inviting me to drinks with a few other 
members of our crew. As whiskey coated my tongue and warmed my belly, I listened to the 
disturbances of the weaponeer and bombardier. 

“Every night I can’t get any sleep and when I finally do I’m forced awake by night 
terrors. They shouldn’t have shown us those photos man. Nobody should have to see that.” 


explained the Weaponeer. 


The circus was in town and she begged me to take her. Wearing the same cherry patterned 
dress she wore in Guam she eagerly strolled down the boardwalk pulling my hand. As she 
chomped pink cotton candy we watched a circus clown juggle flaming torches, next he drew 
from his mouth a long rope of silken handkerchiefs. Finally, he approached my daughter and 
held out a sunflower. I clenched my teeth as the clown shot water on my daughter’s face, her 
laugh was rapturous. To end the day she rode the white gilded horse on the carousel, I stood 
beside her. We revolved around and around, listening to the exuberant music. With each 


revolution, I got a view of the vast ocean as the setting sun ducked behind the horizon. 


I carried my daughter as I walked home. Walking through Park Avenue I saw as the 


shopkeepers pulled down shutters and locked doors, the golden glow of streetlamps illuminated 


our way through the wide street. Past this side of town was the ghetto, where streetlamps 
flickered or didn’t even shine at all. Out of all the shops only one had a sign, “Asahi Dye Works” 
where you “dye your faded garments new shades”. This side of town was all but abandoned. 
Stapled to a telephone pole was a poster depicting Uncle Sam rolling up his sleeves, it read 
“JAP...YOU’RE NEXT! WE’LL FINISH THE JOB!” I picked up my pace. In the distance a 
shadowy figure appeared, I turned around and began walking the other way. Looking behind me 
I realized that this figure was following us at an increasing clip, I turned into an alley. Cortisol 
was coursing through my veins as I strode through the even darker alley, I looked behind me 
once again. 

“All your cash now.” demanded the figure who stood before me. 

His face was unmasked and his black greasy hair was disheveled, pointing right at me 
was the silver barrel of a pistol. 

“T said ALL YOUR CASH NOW!” 

My daughter stirred and rubbed her eyes as I set her down, I reached into my back pocket 
for my wallet. Then my hands were gripped around the barrel of the gun and we were locked in a 
struggle. A shock rose in my spine, a flash blinded my eyes. In a moment I was on the ground 
and I felt an increasing soreness in my gut, blood was seeping through my shirt. He reached into 
my pocket and withdrew my wallet, opened it, extracted the cash, then tossed everything else 
aside. The next gunshot rang out worse than the bomb, it’s light blinding in its intensity and 
devastation. Her limp corpse collapsed onto the pavement. I laid there until the night overtook 
me. 


Epilogue 


The Pilot of “Necessary Evil” died peacefully in his home at the age of 92. In 1970 he 
conducted an interview with the Miami Herald, he remarked “I was assigned to do a job, I did it 
with no personal feelings entering into the mission. Today I still feel the same way, I would drop 


that bomb again without reservation because it saved far more lives than it took.” 


Deaths: 


Hiroshima: 70,000-126,000 Civilians 


20,000 Soldiers 


Nagasaki: 39,000 - 80,000 Civilians 


<150 Soliders 


